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On the Death of rhac Noble Kaight 
S' JOHN HARMAN, 


Who Died the 11 of OKober 1673, 


Something memorial of this Noble Knight ; 

mult be Gteat, or nothing. Nay, faidT, 
Let Domers then, or Uirgils Poetry 
Record his Deeds. *Tis not for meaner things 
To ſpeak, or think of Admirals or Kings. 
But theſe are long ſince dead 3 Muſt therefore die 
This Peerleſs Perſons Glozious Memory ? 
No, no, that muſt not be ; Rather than fail 
Something to try, Ile with my ſelf prevail. 

The Sea-Nimphs prolling round the tatry 1o2ld 
Canght up his Name when to and fro 'twas hurld, 
When Guns, Drums, Trumpets, to the Clefts did ſound 
His Fame, and caus'd them back the ſame Rebound, 
Theſe tomy Muſe did courteouſly impart 
Fair naked Truths, which need no Veils of Art. 

When firſt in Bouth ſome Voyages he made, 

To proſecute Experience or Trade, 

His worth diſclos'd it ſelf, and made men ſee, 
None was more Eqnglish Mariner than he. 
Though hearty, ſturdy Dak our $hips do frame 
Our Seamen too (if rightly ſtamp'd) the ſame 

And ſuch was this Well-thmber'd Man, be ſure, 
That ſuch hard Storms and Bickerings could endure. 

In former Wars, Spain, Poztugal and Dutch 
Will all confeſs, there were not many ſuch. 
D:ake,Blague and Harman, Names that ſtruck the Seas 
As Zilca, Dcanderbeg, Þunniades, 
Did quaſhthe Land; Foes huſh'd their ſqualing Brats 
Only by naming theſe Gzeat Potentates. 
But if thoſe former As of his muſt be 
Veil'd by Obltvton, be it ſo : yet he 
By Latter Deeds will have his Name preſerv'd 
Wheretn he hath his King and Countrey ſerv'd. 

When Butttifh Seas and Honour were aflail'd : 
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1B fone Queen of the Ocean , bad me write 
r 


By Belgtan Kvals ; whenthe Plague prevail'd 
At __ which when oſt —.n. ana fail'd 
He ſnatch'd ſome men from Death, Commands and Man'd 
The Royal Charles, by Royal Charles Command ; 
And then perform'd his Manly part ; how well, 
Let both his Friends and Foes Spettators tell. 
Next Year was Strty ſir (that fatal Time, 
When Londons old Foundations b»rzt to Lime) 
Rear Admiral of the White he then appear'd 
And by his Foes he made his Henry fear'd. 
Three Etna's did at once beſet Her round, 
Some of her men were Burnt, and ſome were Drow#'d : 
Yet then (as if he did both Elements (coff ) 
He fought his Way, and brought her bravely off. 
His Leg (but not his Comrage) broke 3 and then. 
He fmpathized with his maimed men. 
Knighted, and Admiral made in Sixty ſeven, 
With Fire-ſhips Two, and fighting Ships Bleven, 
T' amertca he Steers, and did ſuch Feats, 
Dull Suropeans will believe us Cheats 
If we but tell the Trth. As, How he ſtorm'd 
Strong Martinico, wonders there perform'd ; 
Into their Harbour how he forc'd his Way, *' 
Where Thirty Varl/ike French and Dutch then lay ; 
Burnt fine, [#4 moze 3 the ref# (to ſcape his hands) 
Did {eh themſelves, to hide amongſt the Sands. 
Thx Fozts he there 4ttaqu'd and Fir'd. And then 
To Syrenyam and Chtan wafts his men : 
Conrage and ConduF, there no leſs he ſhew'd, 


Whereby he thoſe Two Countreys /oo» ſubdu'd. 


In Sev'nty two Utce-Admiral of the Blew, 
He like a Tyger 'mongt the IDutchmen flew, 
Nine Dutch degirt his Charles. There (fad to tell) 
Three or four hundred of his Bzavbe Men fell. 

He paid them off; and when no boot to ſtay, 
He nobly brought his tattred Hull away. 

Laſtly, in Sev'nty thi&, this preſent Year, 
His long-try'd Courage laſting did appear 
Uice Adm'ral of the Red. Though ſk and weak 
When ſcarcely could he go, or and, or ſpeak, 
Yet could he fight, dire&, enconrage, ſee 
All well perform'd. Meanwhile poor Gallant he 
Sate like a Mark for ev'ry ſhot, in ſight 
_—_ the Quarter-deck in ev'ry Fight. 

e1 not reflect on any man; norte}, 

Who did amiſs; only that te dtd well. 

And having doze his All, he then gave o're, 

He made to Port, dropt Anchor, came aſhore, 

Never to plough the briny 0ceaz more. : 

From mid(t of Storms, Blood, Noiſe, Confuſion, Fires, 
He cooly, calmly, peaceably Expires, 

Whoſe Death Reliatous : Living ATions were 
Qaliant, Juft, Þumble, Patient, and Sincere, 


7o Hs LADY. 


Idam, yoxr loſs is great, we muſt confe(s, 
But yet compar'd, ors greater is, jours lefs ; 
Yours 15 a p2ivate, ors a publique one, 
In midſt of ftorms (Alas!) our Pilot's gone : 
Learn hence the better to ſuſtain your Croſs, 


Behold ! All England does ment your Loſs. 
7o His SON, 


Ou Martial Stripling, from his $t9ck 4 ſlip, 
- } Make good the Proverb Of th' old Block a chip. ] 
To imitate him you've gone pretty far, 
That you a Bouth command a Ban of mar, 
Hedy'd a Pzoteſtant,. and you I hope 
Will live to make a Tacque upon the Pope. 
Learn not to HeFor, Drink, Drab, Swear and Play ; 
But as your Father did, Think, Fight and Pray. 
O that of this ſort all Commanders were! 
Then Byittain ſhould not need Jnvaders fear : 
Nor Belgta vaunt at poor Biittanta's wound, 
When (he ſha)l hear th'old Darmans laid aground. 


To His SE A-MEN, 
\ ] Ariners mourn, Powe Topſail, waft your Flag, 
A 


Hand Streamers, Furle: Now Conrage lyes a lag 


nd ſneaks abaft, looſe Anchor from the Bough, 
For Navigation lyes « Backiays now. 
With Theleus $4ils cloath your tall Ships of War, 
If you want Blacks, beſmear yourſelves with Tar. 
With your own hands, while youTuy thus becalm'd, 


With Mozway Gzms let his Corps be Embalm'd ; 
And (though you uſe not much to Weep, yet) here 
Angment the Ocean with a briny Tear. 

Then wipe your Eyes. Courage my Hearts, aloft ; 
Hoyſe Sails, Give way; do as you uſe and ought. 
Cheer up, $uz2%au; and let your Bnemies find, 
Though Þarman's dead, Hig Men are left: behind, 

FINIS. 
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